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THE OLD STONE HOUSE.

“The old stome bouse is standing stll, -
Just as it did, dear May,

‘When giost-grundmother moved
In pesceful happy way. : :

But trom the windows and wide. .
.Ic-nﬂc&o-nh.‘lv:' m

“The faoe that met us at the door
uuu-;mnn-m

w.mvr.moqrm
‘Wish shick, wsll-buttered bread,

Sproad deep with sugar on the top,

weé wen) to bed,

And who such stories usad io tell,
As plensed our childish ears,

Alasi—sleeps now among the dead,
Far from this vale of tears.

Gona are the tiny panes of glass
On which we wrote our pames:
Your's close to Will's, mine nexs to Fraak's,
Our happy childish fiames.

The desr old stoop is growing weak '
Whers onoe we took our ton

On pleasant summe: afternoons,
From care and trouble free.

Dear mother played there when & child,
And so did you and I; L
» geuecralions, as the years
Crept slow1y, surely by.

‘Weddings, births and funerals
The deur old bouse has seen;
BSmiles and tears, hopes and fears

And frolics wild, I ween.

But now 1% stinds all empty thers
Its musio fi2d, dear May,
And my eyes & © red with weeping
For the loved ones passe away.
—JIone L. Jones, in Good Housckeeoping.
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CHAPTER XIL—-CONTINURD,

His bram was in a whirl, and he was not
atease by any means. Hank Cabera had
seen his hand and might prove dangerous
in the time 10 come. :

“ I fear that I forgot prudence when I lot

*s0 much be known to that low scoundrel,”
mused the Captain; “but then what can it
matter? Ido not believe that the body of
the dead girl will ever be found. Bhe was
only a poor ovphan any how, and the hub-
bub will soon die out. Ounce I step intoold
Vanodible’'s shoes I can defy the world.
Money is the Juver that moves all mankind,
and with that I am utterly safa. 1have
#onse too far now to recede My band is laid
at the root of the tree and I will proceed to
“he consummation. I have the subtle poison
and that must do its work at once.

« “It's lucky Wentword did not get that
letter. I'll auswer it myself, or send some-
thing to widem the breach between Grace
and the mechanic.”

Icdid seem that every thing worked to
the success of the scheming villain's plans.

When Captain Starbright reached Lone
Hollow at a late hour in theevening he was
met with the announcement from Grace
that her grandfather was ill and in bed.

“I hope he is not seriously sick,” said the

“Troubles do not come singly,” returned
Grace. “I think it is worry more than
aught elss, over the disappearance of Lura,
that has prostrated grandpa.” -

“Q0ld people are apt to borrow trouble. I
will go up and see the old man if you will
permit it.”

“Certainly. Youmsay be able to cheer
him upabit. Anynews from Lurai”

“None. You have heard nonet”

“Not a word. I am looking for the worst

. mow," declared Grace, in a tremulous voice.

“Be firm. my dear Grace,” he urged in a
tender, hopeful voice. *Iam not yet will-
ing to give up hope,”

Grace turned away, ready to cry, and ths
Captain hurried at once to the spacious bed-
room on the first floor allotted toold Morgan
Vandible. It was the largest room of the
kind in the house. The furniture was
massive, and of ancient pattern, the huge,
high-posted bedstead reminding one of Noah
and his ark.

The gurtains about the bed wero pushed
back, and & gray, sunken face lay among
the pillows. The old man was breathing
heavily and groaning.

“Do be quiet, father, you aren’t half as
bad off as you pretend.”

It was Mrs. Penroy who uttered the
words. 8he sat some distance from the
bed, rocking geotly, and agitating the air
about her thin face with a huge feather
fan, seemingly utterly indifferent to the suf-
reri;:gn of the sick old man. - od

“I'm going 1o die, I tell you,” groan
Mr. Vandible. “I guess I know how I feel
You haven't any heart, and never
had. If Grace was like you I wouldn't leave
her & cent. Bue’s a Penroy, every inch of
bher, Heaven bless the girll My children
were all bad, the last one of ’em—""

“Just like their father, anyhow,” inter-
rupted the widow, apitefully.

A groan alone answered the heartless
words of a heartiess daughter,’

1t was true, as the old man had asserted,
Grace Penroy was like her tather, gentle,
kind and true, and it was these qualities
that had egdeared the golden-haired girl to
the old millionaire. It was undoubtedly
true, also, thiat had his grandchild been
like ber mother she wouid never have been
mentioned in connection with an inberit-

ance.

Captain Btarbright advanced and stood
by the bed. The moment the old man saw
him his countenanes brightened. '

“] am glad you have come, Capisin. I
am guing to die, and I need your advice.”

“1 bope it is not so bad as that,” said the

28 he drew a chair beside the
couch and sat down.

“It is just that bad,”” declared Mr. Vandi-
ble. “SBend her out, will you?"’

Of course, this last referred to Mrs, Pen-

ﬁith-tnnnrhcr head the woman rose

“Don’t let him make a fool of you,
Starbright, as he bas done of every w
else about this house.” a

With this parting shot the woman was

'-tu,l'-mg to die this time, sure™
deolared Mr. Vandible, the moment Mrs.

| money, without

atevery turn. My mctto always was, the
lu-“mhuban with suchchaps bet-
w_c s

§

tly.
“Then I would name Seckmore Gripes, of
MM”M Ihave always mmd_ him relia-
“Very well—send for him.”

“In the morningi”
-m_n

Captain Starbright came to his feet, then

seemed to hesitate,

“Isit for such great haste?”

“Do as I bid,"” ordered theeld man. “If
I die without making my will the ungrate-
ful Martha will get my property, and I
don’t mean that she shall have a penny.”’

“I will send for the lawyer at once, and
for = physiciany?

“No, no. Bend Grace here. I will see
none of the leeches, confonnd ’em,”. growled
the old man, in such a flerce way as to
rrove conclusively to the Captain that
Vandible was not in such desperate straits
as he imaginea.

He left the room, found Grace snd sent
her in to her grandfather, and then went
forth to the stables.

“I'll go myself,” he muttered. *“I don’t
believe theold man will die to-night, but
1t’s well enough to have every thing pre-
pared. Ican see that every thng will go
toGrace. If]I can make it contingent on
her marrying me, a master-stroke will be
in. Iknow Ican trust Beekmore Gripes.
He'd sell his soul for pelf.” Hoon after the
Captain was on the road to Stonefleld.

CHAPTEKR XIIT.
ONE MINUTEH TO0 LATE.

Itwas two hours after midnight when
Captain Btarbright and & companion were
ushered into the sick room at Lone Hollow.

‘* How is he!* questioned the Captain of
the girl, who sat beside he couch.

“ He has been very restless,” answered
Grace, in a voice that evinced deep anxiety.
hl::lm" and the anu.t’n md::e:ado

a
smull botile from an inner pocket, and
poured & part of the contents into a glass
that stood on a stand at the bedside.. ;

The old man refused to touch it, however.
EGMH at the Captain’s companion and

wied:

, A doctor—a miserable leech! Dijd Inot
tell youn it was a lawyer I wantedi”

‘ And I bave brought one. Allowme to
introduce my friend Gripes, Mr. Vandible.”

The sick man glared at the bald little
man who bobbed his head in recognition of
the introduction. Mr. Gripes was thin to
attenuation, with projecting gray brows,
deep set ferret eyes, and wrinkled neck
and cheeks, the very personification of »
sharp attorney.

He polished his hat with his elbow and
stood ready to make himself useful.

The Captain glanced at Grace, then st the
old man on the bed. He nodded to the girl,
who understood, and walked from the room
with the assurance that she would be called
if her presence was needed.

sumed = seat at the bedside, depositing his
hat under the medicine-stand, and then said
in a low, insinuating volce:

“I understand that you wish some legal
papers drawn, Mr. Vandible 1

“Iwanta will made,” returned the old
man, bluntly, and far from weakly.

“Exactly, ," rubbing his hands to-
gether rapidiy. “I supposs you have de-
cided upon the terms of this will ¥*

*I have. Ileaveevery thing I have in
the worid to my granddaughter, Grace
Penroy."” :

*Then it will be a comparatively short

to make out the document.”

The old lawyer moved mside, drew some
papers from his pocket, together with pen
und ink, and was soon writing rapidly.

At length a touch on the shoulder caused
him to cease writing and look up. Captain
Starbright stood at his elbow. The two ex-
e glances, the lawyer nodded, and
then the Captain stepped aside.

“Now, as to he terms of this will I’
questioned Beekmore Gripes.

“Is it necessury to enumerate the prop-
erty I -

“Not unless you wish to bequeath

“It all goes to my granddaughter, to the
last farthing. Itold you that before,”” re-
torted the old man, in a vexed tone.

“Very good. Ahem—it seems to me that
in a certain contingency some other pro-
vision ought to be made,” suggested the
lawyer, still holding lus pen suspended,
glancing under his spectacles at the old
man on the bed.

¢ Boms other contingency! Confound it,
sir, if you can’t write out the document fo
suit me you may go. I'll employ a man next
tame of some sense, J will.”

* Very good,” answered Gripes, not the
least disconcerted by the rude language of
the invalid. * It shall beas you say, oaly,
should any thung happen—'"

“Happen! Confound it, sir, whatdo you
expect to happent”

“Nothing out of nature, yet you must re-
member that it is sometimes the unexpected
that does happen. Itis customary m will-

wishes of the testator.”

Thea Mr. SBeekmone Gripes dropped his
pen to the paper once more for the purpose
of continuing his writing.

“Stop! you're right,"”” cried Vandible, in’
a husky voice, his face growing suddenly

you mentioned ; put one in, Mr. Gripes.”
“Well? "
“Have you got it in1"

ERT Wl Hars ol
=
asifin deep thought. Just then Captain
% stepped -imto his vision. This
move at onoe the old man an idea.
“Yes, yes, ’s it,” be whispered, seem-
ing to grow weak . “Put in his
name, the Captain's, he's 8 good friend to

“Thank you, sir,” said the with
? ’mm

truth, even
overthe written page, and so
t safe. Two executors
were named, the Captain Lawyer

something quiek!”

Lawyer 3ripes reached backand snatched
the glass :nto which the Captain had poured
a liguid some time before, and at once con-
veyed jt to the lips of the old man. He
swallowed the contents at a gulp, then re-
sumed his pen. He seamed strong, and his
hand ceased to shake.

“It all goea to Grace, all,” he muttered,
the ghastly look deepcning on his shrunken,
old face.

“Yes, yes, but sign,” urged Mr, Gripes.

The old millionaire carried his pen to the
paper, but his hand did met move to form the
signatuge. Instead he jerked it away
suddenly, as though & new thought had
ontered his brain.

“ No; I will not sign. You must makea
new will.”

This announcement came like a thunder-
bolt to the strained senses of Captain Star-

br‘lfht.

‘You are beside yourself, Mr. Vandible,”
said the Csptain, stepping ‘quickly to the
bedside. **Would yon deprive Grace of all
happiness by—"

*No, no; you don't understand,” inter-
rupted the aged man. *““Way back in Cali-
fornin is a man thatIlove. He may be liv-
ing. Reports are not reliable. I loved that
boy, though he almost broke my heart.”

“Bnthehdﬁ; ) Onphati

“You do not i »

“Jam wiling to swear that such is the
fact. Isaw himdie”

“1know; but you may have been mis-
taken in the man. Karl mustnot be forgot-
ten. Half my fortune 1s his.”

“Butthis is nonsense,” declared the CapF
tain, m a vexed tone,

“Put his name in therein place of yours
and I'll sign, not otherwise,” declared the
sick man, sesming to take on new perverse-
ness with growing weakness of body.

“T'l fix it; it’s but the workof a moment,”

said Mr, Gripes. Giving the Captaina know- | ©

ing glance, the lawyer removed the paper
and pretended to make some . alterations.
Then he returned to the bed and placed the
will once more before the testator.

As Morgan Vandible raised his hand to
place his name at the bottom of the docu-
ment a swift change came to his shrunken
face. The ashen huwe of dissolution swept

over it

“I—I am blind, I—I—

A gasp, and the aged head, crowned with
its silver locks, fell forward; the pen fall
from nerveless fingers, imprintinga black
stain where the name should have been, and
then all was still.

“My God, the man is dead !

¢'No, no; that can not be!” cried Captain

t. *He hasn't signed the willl”

At this moment the door opened and

Grace Penroy entered the room.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE WILL SIGRED AND LOST.

Grace stood near the threshold with white
face and questioning eyes.

“1 thought I heard grandpsa call—"?

“It is nothing, Gooutat ouce,” ordered
Captain Starbright.

At this moment the girl caught sight
of the dead face among the and
with & shrill cry of alarm she darted for-
ward and bent over the old milliopaure,

“Grandpal grandpa! speak to me,” cried
Grace Pem‘oy. shrilly, seizing one of his

The chill of death was in the o¢ld palms,
snd on the instant the girl realized the
truth, that the kind cld man, kind to her
at least, wr:luld never speak again. Hewas
dead, had died without looking again upon
her face. The thought was a most painful
one to poor Gruce. Hhe could not weep
then, for indignstion held sway in her
heart. Turning epon Captain Starbright,
she cried:

“You promised tosend for me and did
not. Cruel man!”

Then, without waiting for a word from
him, she walked with bowed head and sor-
rowful mien from the room.

Beekmore Gripes ghded to the door with
m&-uka tread and turned the key in the

-

* You should bave taken that precaution
before,” he said, piercing the Captain with
TS IL wes G Gopah on my Dart” admd

*“ It was an oversight on my s it-
ted Captain Starbright.

* Which may prove your downfall.”

“ Don't oroak, Gripes, whatever you do.”

“ The situstion warrants it.”

“1hope you are not ready to throw up
the sponge.

“ What can we do?”

The heartless lawyer penetrated his com-
panion with a glance.

“This calamity is so sudden I am not pre-
pared to state,” answered the Captain,
pacing th with uneasy strides.

“*No will has been made,” remaried the
lawyer. “Death thwarted you there.”
u:'m” the property goes to the next of

i“

Btarbright thonght of Mrs. Penroy and
groaned. He knew that she bated him, and
would be only too glad to order him kicked
from the bouse should she come into posses-
sion. Should he permit this pale, worn-out
‘woman to win the mllions for which he had
beea scheming so0 long! No, he could not
thinkof it. He believed

fatal.

“One minote more of life and the will
would have beeun signed,”” uttered the Cap-
tain at length, with a groan.

“That rs true.”

ment as it sy spread out on the table. With
S Bame signed at the it ¥Would be a legal
document, as it was
permit & fortune through
mmmi—-%uwu

Jawyer looked wise, but said nothing.
Perhaps he was keen encugh wot 1o advise

= such an emergencs

was “only sowmuch |

onel™
“If no contest is made there might be no
Y returned the lawyer.
“I'haven't any fear of that. There is only
one living direct heir, and she is willing and
suxious for such a dispusition of the proper-

he wrota

“BShould it be necessary, I
deny that it was me that signed. Tsa’t that
P Poasibly.”

Seekmore Gripes was a man of few words,
and he was not lavish of them on the pres-
entoccasion. It might be that he did not
wish to fully commit himself to the
of Captain Btarbright. He was wily and
keen, and was seldom caught napping.

“If- mnother witness is mnecessary you
will furnish ons, Mr. Gripes1”
“Perhaps.”

“Remember, there is a milion at stake ™
A gaunt amile twitched for an instant at
the thin, wrinkled lips of the old lawyer.
He made no reply, but folded and thrust the
forged will into an inner pocket.

Day was begumig outside, and the
weazen-faced old man prepared %o de-

part.

“We will meet you after the funeral,
Mr. Grlpn.""

“

“Every thing seems satisfactory. I Bid
you good-day for now.”

After pressing Lawyer Gripes" hand the
Captain showed him to the door. -The
lawyer's horse stood at the gate, waiting
his master's return with no little 1mwpa-
tience, manifested by pawmng and an oc-
casional whinny.

It was not until after day-dawn that the
death of old Mr. Vandibls was made known
toall the inmates of Lone Hollow. Mrs.
Penroy manifested more feeling than Cap-
tllnﬂmhﬁghtbeh:::lherupnhh. Graocea

funeral of the old
The window was open, and & breath of
fresh night air fanned the withered cheek

right.
During this brief moment a hand shot
from the outer darkness through the open
window, snd quickly removed the paper
from the parrow table. .

“I come, as you have doubless guessed
to speak of the will—"

“ Certainly, Captain, Here it is.”

Crossing to the table Mr. Gripes put out
his hand, and then, glancing sharply about,
uttered a low cry.

“ What is it now, Beekmore?” queried the

Captain, quickly. ]
* The will!” cried the lawyer. “It laid
on that table & moment since, and now it is
gone|™
[To Bm comTINUED.]

" THE SCRIBBLING FEVER.

A Discase Which May Be Sald to Grow
by What It Feeds Upon.

The of Lippincott’s Magazine
have, it 18 sdid, sent outa circular to con-
tributors snnouncing that they have already
on hand manuscripts enough to supply that

for more than three years. This
siatement, if true, says tbhe Boston Journal,
will carry sorrow to innumerable hearts, for
each year it becomes more literally true
that every body writes. The actual number

finite possibilities for the eyes of the great
race of magsazine writers.

We are continually told that there should
be new channels opened through which lit-
erary folk could dispose of thecir wares;
but, in the first place, the supply is pretty
nearly infinite, and, in the second place,
every fresh effort to provide for the old
wﬂﬁu_eﬂluintobﬁug a host of new ones.

: Chief Justices, Melville W. Fulier, of |

| Olinois; Associate Justice, Samuel F.
Miller, of Towa; Stephen J. Field, of
. California; Joseph P. Bradley, of New
Jersey; John M. Harlan, of Keatuoky;
Stanley - Matthews, ¢f Ohio; Harace
ford, of New York, and Lucins Q C
Lamar, of M:saissippi. The United
| States Circuit Courts include nine
judicial circuits, which are’ divided
and

York City; Third Judicial Cireuit,
New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and Del-
aware, Mr. Justice Bradley, Newark,
N. J.; Fourth Judicial Cireuit, includ-
| ieg Maryland, Virginia, West Virginia,
North Carolina, and South Carolina,
Mr. Chief Justice Fuller, Washington;
Fifth Judicial Circuit.Georgia, Fiorida.

Ilinois,, Wisconsin, Mr. Justice

Harlan, Chicago; Eighth Judicial Cir

| cuit, * imcluding Minnesota, Iowa,

Missouri, Kansas, Arkansas, Nebraska,

and Colorado, Mr. Justice Miller,

Keokuk, Iowa; Ninth Judicial Circuit,

California, Oregon, and Nevada, Mr.

Justice Field, San Francisco, Cal—
Chicago Inter Ocean. '

About Doctors' Bills.

Many a struggling family has all it can

40 to keep the wolf from the door, without

ihinloalld upsa to pay frequent and ex-

orbitant bills for medical advice and attend-
anoce.

True, the doctor.is often a mecessary,
though expensive visitant of the family eir-
cle; nevertheless pure and well tested
remedies—like Warner's SBates Cure—kept
on hand for use when required will be found
:hm;i:dg-hmmttuamqwh

a

| Bickness is one of tho legacies of life, and
¥yeotu every ill that fiesh is heir to has an anti-
dote in the of nature. Hon. H.
H. Warner, of Richester, N. Y., President
of the Chamber of Commerce of that city,
was a few years ago stricken with kidney
disease, which tha pbysicians declared in-
curable. In this extremity, a friend recom-
mended to him a ‘preparation now
konown thronghout the civilized worid as
Warper’s Sale Cure. He tried it, and was
quickly restored to perfect health. . The in-
cident led bim to begin the manufacture of
* the wonderful preparation, and to make iis
merits known in all tongues and among all

He has now laberatories and warshouses

' :m United States not -ouly, but in Can-

ln:.Bum-h.' His P u“vu-?:
reguirements and effect the cureof a

ty of discases, and areall compounded from
medicinal plants of the highest virtue.

Mr. Warner is a man of affairs, of wealth,

sty and througbout the Btate, His charao-
hrhthahuthfmtgaof the purity and
exocellence of resowed Remedies, which
may be found in every first-class drug store
of Europe and Amerioca.

A Warning to Girls.

] read,” said s bright young mar-
rled woman, *“*that there is now a way
! of removing hairs from a woman's lip
by the use of electricity. That is not
new, and I want to sound a note of
warning to any woman who may be
tempted touse it. I have a very dear
friend who was a classmate of mine in
college. She was a real pretty girl,
but she was greatly annoyed at the
fact that a few hairs were growing on
her chin and upper lip. They really
did not look bad, more like the down
on a beautiful peach than any thing
else, but they were eyesores to her.
Shetried every thing toget rid of them,
and finally was persuaded to try
electricity. An experienced physician
performed the operation, and left her
face as smooth as a billiard ball:

«Six weeks later the hairs returned,
geeatly increased in size and several
shades darker. This time they really
did look bad, and the poor girl was
almost wild. Shw bas never been able
to do any thing with them since, and,
unless she clips them every day—a
very tiresome operation, her face looks
' a8 though she was really growing =
| beard. The best way for a woman is
: to leave her face alone. She only
spoils it by tampering."—Hairdresser.

—_—
The Delicious Mangosteen.

Travelers in Java bave filled pages
and columns with rhapsodies over the
mangosteen, and all unite in
it as the supreme delight of the
| tropics. The mangosteen appears to
one as a hard, round fruit the size of
a peach. Its hard cuter shell or rind
is of the same color and thickness as &
{ green walnut, but in this brown husk

lie six or eight segments of creamy
| white pulp. The little segments are
1mﬂy separated, and, transferred to
| the mouth, melt away, the pulp being
'as soft and fine as a custard. The
' 's delicate pulp tastes, as
| all its eulogists say, like strawberries,
' peaches, bananas, and oranges all at
| once; a slight tartness is vailed in these
delicious flavors, and it is never cloy-
ingly sweet. Taken just as it comes
from the ice-box the mangosteen is an
epicure's dream realized, 'and the
meore’s the pity that it only grows in
far-away piaces and deadly climales,
and does not bear transportation. The
hard rind looks unchanged for weeks,
but the delicate palp melts away, and
the driest and coldest refrigeraior
chambers can not keep the heart of the
from quickly spoiling.=
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Ppowar not posseased by other medicines.
1 tad bolisall over my neck and back,
me 00 moch that I could not tern my bead around,

i

Magee’s Emulsion

PURE COD LIVER OIL, |
Extrast of Malt, and

e
THE BEST EMULSION in the MARKET.

Ask your Druggist for it and take ne sther.

J. A. MAGEE & CO., Manufacturers,
Lawrence, Mass.; Toronto, Canada.

CHOICE TEXASLANDS

Rare Chance for Settlers.

SRS S e
HOUSTON & TEXAS CENT'LRY.CO.

1t has bean determined o offer to settbers the

Renowned t'1 Lands

compriazing

4. 8. NAPIER, Vernon, T
(Ihhp“bd.-' hruﬁ—.:);.:'ru
C. C. QIBBS, Land Ag’t, Houston, Tex.

EAXE SN PAFTE swxy mmeyee sulin.

regard to
i Igot

mangostesn
Sen, Francisco Paragraph.




